an adequate memorial. Thus, just three weeks after his death, his oldest friend proposed that " some part of what Hallam had written may be brought together and put into a more durable form, collectively, than it has yet assumed ".
Gladstone had some reason to be concerned about Arthur's writings. Three years earlier, Arthur and Alfred Tennyson had planned a joint publication of their poetry. At the last moment, Arthur had withdrawn from the project. In a letter to Mrs. Tennyson at that time, he spoke of the " exceeding crudeness of style and in parts morbidness of feeling " of his work. But his father later admitted that he insisted that the book be withdrawn. Arthur's Poems of 1830 was privately circulated only among close friends.1
As the news of Hallam's death spread, many of the Cambridge Apostles and other contemporaries expressed a sense of need for a public and lasting memorial. Some tried to place a tablet in his memory in Trinity Chapel, only to be frustrated by the regulations.2 Gladstone's suggestion found the greatest support. On 26 November 1833, R. J. Tennant, an Apostle and one of Hallam's closest friends at Trinity, wrote Tennyson that " It appears to be a universal wish among [his friends] that, whatever writings Arthur has left should be collected and published, that there may be some memorial of him among us ". By 28 January 1834, Tennant reported that Henry Hallam had " nearly determined to print for private circulation some of Arthur's compositions ". Soon afterwards, Arthur's father wrote to Tennyson, requesting a preface for the publication, and setting forth his principles of inclusion :
I shall be very cautious as to printing any thing that may too much reveal the secrets of his mind, either in prose or verse & this will preclude the possibility of 1 Hallam's letter to Mrs. Elizabeth Tennyson, written during the last week of June 1830, is one of the few autograph letters to the Tennyson family which have survived ; it is in the Tennyson Research Centre. Henry Hallam confessed his prohibition in his preface to Arthur's Remains in Verse and Prose (privately printed, 1834) , p. xlv (see below).
2 The plaque was forbidden because Arthur had not been a scholar (see Frederick Tennyson's letter to George Tennyson d'Eyncourt, 18 December 1833, in the Lincolnshire Archives Office, H/l 13/67). printing some of his first compositions among others, his Farewell to the South, already in print, but not circulated.1
The specific reference helps us understand his father's somewhat vague general restrictions. " A Farewell to the South " is Hallam's most ambitious poem, published in 1830, a romantic, Byronic invocation to Italy and an exalted account of his first love affair. Arthur was in Rome in 1827-8 with a number of friends from Eton, and they were not the only men who fell under the spell of a 26-year-old English girl holding court in the Eternal City. Anna Wintour, " La bella Stagione ", became an object of the most intense and purely idealistic devotion. In Arthur's poem Anna's identity is veiled, but his romantic adulation given full expression. Henry Hallam, embarrassed by its adolescent fervour, had apparently not wanted Arthur to publish the poem at all, and now he had the chance to make sure it would never be published again. Altogether he reprinted about a third of his son's compositions, roughly half the material actually in his possession. Tennyson found himself unable to compose a preface, and so Henry borrowed extensively from testimonials of Arthur's other friends, chiefly James Speddmg, in his own account of his son's life. Tennyson's only contribution to the volume, in fact, was his request that Arthur's essay, Theodicaea Novissima, might be included, a request made by many other friends, and which Henry Hallam reluctantly honoured.
Gladstone was delighted to learn of Henry Hallam's intention to print his son's literary remains. Yet, like many of Arthur's friends, he felt that the writings alone could not do justice to the man. As Spedding had written, " the displays of [Arthur's] gifts . .. sprang naturally out of the passing occasion, and being separated from it, would lose their life and meaning ... the compositions which he has left (marvellous as they are), are inadequate evidences of his actual power ".2 To supply this lack, to provide a fuller and more personal record of the man, Gladstone proposed collecting and publishing Arthur's letters. Here, Gladstone wrote Gaskell, were the real outpourings of his mind, the true evidence of his " distinct and vivid " self consciousness, and his ability to make '* his own inward phenomena the objects of his intellectual energies". Gladstone foresaw no difficulties in matters of decorum : the letters were worthy of preservation aside from any personal consideration, but he himself found only one or two which he might like to keep private. They could be collected now, he suggested, and printed some years later, to circulate only among family and close friends. He had already written to Henry Hallam about the project, and asked Doyle to write to Tennyson.1
But the response from all quarters was discouraging. Gaskell felt that no selection could do Arthur justice, that Arthur himself would not have approved, and, most important, that many letters were " too confidential a nature for publicity ".2 It is worth noting that Gaskell had been in Rome with Hallam in 1827-8; he, too, had fallen under Miss Wintour's spell, and most of his letters from Hallam dealt with that affair. Henry Hallam responded coldly that Gladstone's proposal would be up to those to whom the letters had been addressed, with the clear implication that he would have nothing to do with it. 3 Even Tennant found his letters from Hallam almost " wholly relating to private and temporary circumstances ", and thus unsuitable for publication.4 Tennyson, characteristically, never responded. And so the project was forgotten.
About fifty copies of Arthur Henry Hallam's Remains in Verse and Prose were printed and distributed in 1834. All were received with thanks and praise. Gladstone wrote Henry Hallam, with typical and genuine humility, that the volume would be a friend and instructor, " a sacred incitement to the performance of duty, though indeed if I know anything of myself, it is that my 1 A transcript of Gladstone's letter to Gaskell, dated 7 February 1834, is the property of James Milnes Gaskell.
2 Gaskell's letter, dated 9 February 1834, is in the British Museum (Add. MS. 44161, fols. 112-14) .
3 So Gladstone reluctantly reported to Gaskell in his 7 February letter. ourselves with all the grace of practised combatants, and talked learnedly about the context of feeling, and the conformity of the lady's dress to her magical character, till at last our opponent left us in possession of the field, declaring still between his teeth that, for his part, he thought poetry ought to be sense.1
Arthur had to defend himself in similar fashion against his father's accusation that he read too much modern poetry :
I am sorry you should think my fondness for modern poetry so excessive as to militate against correctness of general views, or the formation of other literary tastes. I do not believe this is the case. I am much less poetical by nature than you imagine ; but till I discover, that what little good I have in me is less closely connected with my poetical inclinations, such as they are, than I now conceive it to be, I shall hardly be persuaded to think I have done wrong in feeding myself with Wordsworth or Shelley. " Misty metaphysics " is soon said; but that phrase in my opinion will apply with far more distinct, & weighty meaning to the works of Lord Byron, than to those of his great cotemporaries.
Yet this eloquent defense was not likely to impress a father who had responded to his son's account of an earnest debate about the relative virtues of the study of mathematics as opposed to metaphysics with the terse remark : " Your debate between Mat. and Met. is truly ridiculous."2 As the preface to the Remains points out, " metaphysical analysis " may have been Arthur's greatest pleasure, and strength, but it had prevented him from systematic study and interfered with his poetical talent. And this comment had been made, not by Henry Hallam, but by James Spedding, Arthur's admiring but judicious contemporary.
In this context, Henry Hallam's view and treatment of his dead son seems eminently just and reasonable. He reprinted only those writings which he thought were worth preserving, and he made no great claims for Arthur's stature as writer. It is not surprising to learn that immediately after the funeral Henry went back to his own work, Introduction to the Literature of Europe during the Fifteenth, Sixteenth and Seventeenth Centuries. 3 James Milnes Gaskell died forty years after his friend, in 1873, leaving behind his letters from Arthur and a journalist son. Charles Milnes Gaskell was a close friend of Henry Adams and an occasional contributor to the Nineteenth Century. Five months after James Gaskell's death, Henry Adams and his wife, stretched out beneath a beech tree, heard Charles read Arthur Henry Hallam's letters. Mrs. Adams recounted the episode to her father : [Hallam] and Mr. Gaskell were both desperately in love with the same woman, who refused them both and made a new bond of friendship between them. The woman, who was utterly commonplace, married a boozy Yorkshire yeoman. Hallam got over his love and died at twenty-two, but Mr. Gaskell, though he married very happily [in 1832], never lost his feeling and has left her a nice pension. Such queer family histories I've tumbled across lately, I might, if I had the capacity, make such a strange story book.1
Charles Milnes Gaskell had no apparent reason to withhold this " strange story ". Anna Wintour died soon after her lifelong admirer ; Henry Hallam had died in 1859, and his youngest daughter, Julia, Lady Lennard, was the only surviving member of the family. Most important," A. H. H." had become the most famous initials in English literature. The Records of an Eton Schoolboy, which Charles had privately printed in 1883, contained many of his father's early letters, and provides an illuminating view of Eton under the redoubtable flogging headmaster, Dr. Keate. But Hallam's letters were clearly the main feature of the book.
On 23 October 1883, Gladstone received his copy, and thanked Charles Gaskell the same day: " It is a revived, almost a new image of Arthur Hallam ", he wrote enthusiastically, and took the opportunity to mention that he had carefully saved all his letters from Hallam. Charles was cordially invited to see them.2 Charles, who had easily obtained permission from Lady Lennard to publish her brother's letters to his father, now revived Gladstone's plan to publish all of Hallam's correspondence. He solicited Francis Doyle to approach Lady Lennard on the idea. Doyle's letter, dated 1 December 1883, is very diplomatic.
He stressed the great interest of Hallam's letters : "he will be seen at his best, and the more that is known of him the better." And Doyle did not hesitate to reiterate an essential argument for publishing the letters :
I think that nothing he left behind him quite does him justice for the very reason that his mind was more original & powerful than the minds of us his contemporaries. He required a longer time to master and organize his faculties & though his advancement in strength & ripeness of intellect was moving on with rapid strides, he died, alas, so prematurely that the operation was not fully complete still even as he shows himself I cannot but think it desirable that he should be known as widely as possible. I can see no reason for objecting to the publication of his letters unless you do so.
Five days later Charles himself wrote Lady Lennard, a little more forcefully, stating that he intended at least to publish Hallam's letters to Gladstone, because of the wide interest in her brother. Lady Lennard finally responded that she would prefer certain of Arthur's letters " from Italy " in other words, those dealing with Anna Wintour to be deleted in any future edition. She also did not want Gaskell's present volume reviewed, since excerpts would probably be quoted in the magazines. She specifically did not want him to print her brother's letters in the Nineteenth Century. She failed to mention publishing any other letters. In short, she offered no encouragement.1 The power that intervened, the voice that persuaded Lady Lennard to withdraw her permission, will be obvious to those who recall that James Thomas Knowles was the founder and editor of the Nineteenth Century. Yet the unfolding of this part of the history is far more complex than Tennyson's simple command to Gladstone would indicate.
Soon after Records of an Eton Schoolboy was published, Monckton Milnes (then Lord Houghton) described the volume to " Milord Alfred" ; Tennyson was pleased and interested.2 But the prospect of publication in a periodical elicited quite a different response. Tennyson wanted to be sure he had complete editorial command over all of Arthur's letters, for, as he wrote Gladstone, " Knowles is a very clever man & a kindly but he is ... Knowles of the 19th century & would set the fame of his Review above the fame of your old friend and mine." Yet the bard's real displeasure seemed to be reserved for the editor ; in a footnote to the letter quoted by Haight, Tennyson huffed that '* Milnes Gaskell has not been gracious enough to send me his book ".
Gaskell had reasons to delay. 1 Transcript, dated 10 November 1883, the property of James Milnes Gaskell. In a letter to Gladstone, dated 6 December 1883 (in British Museum Add. MS. 44484, fols. 181-82), Charles Gaskell mentions another passage potentially offensive to the Tennyson family: Arthur had called Alfred's grandfather a " wretch " who made " most shabby offers " during the negotiations over Emily Tennyson's dowry. But as even the Memoir suggests, Alfred might well have expressed similar sentiments, and this quotation seems to have been a less significant problem.
I have not liked to show my Father the " Records of an Eton Schoolboy," for, as you say, there are some letters which ought never to have been inserted, and some expressions which ought to have been erased. I think that it is useless my asking my Father his opinion about a Review of the book in the " Edinburgh, " for he has set your brother on such a pinnacle before all the world, that anything now published concerning your brother can only detract from his fame. Excuse my candid opinion, but you have asked me for it, and I know that my Father has such a deep love for him that he would fain keep all critics at a distance from him.
Lady Lennard, repeating her hope that her brother's letters would not appear in the Nineteenth Century, still expressed regret that Alfred himself had not responded. In an even more characteristic example of Victorian reserve, the Laureate's wife sought to reassure her:
We greatly rejoice that you agree with us as to the Reviews. Certainly fresh and pleasant and thoughtful as these youthful letters are, one cannot but feel that Mr. Gaskell has done well in printing them for private circulation only, lest the public ideal of your brother should in any way be disturbed. For the same reason but on infinitely stronger ground, we have withheld the book from my Ally & I hope that in this also you agree with us. One has to be specially careful with so very sensitive a nature, as you know.
The bulwark of wife and son prevailed. Alfred, apparently, never saw the " disturbing volume " sent to him, though he had certainly known about Anna Wintour and her influence upon Arthur. Shortly afterwards Lady Lennard wrote to Gaskell suggesting that, in any future edition of his work, he should substitute Arthur's letters to Gladstone for those he had published.1 Thus once again the project of publishing any comprehensive collection of Hallam's letters was abandoned. Gladstone gruffly complained about " the mysterious property that private persons are held to have over the thoughts of the illustrious dead ".2
Between the publication The question is baffling, even to a student of Victorian sensibility. I begin to understand the frustration of a former professor who had compared a nineteenth-century expurgated edition of Typee with Melville's original. He told me that he simply could not find any reason for the expurgations, and sadly concluded that the nineteenth-century editor had a dirtier mind than his own.
It would be very convenient, and would certainly make this essay more illuminating, if we could ascribe similar motivations to Hallam's nineteenth-century editors. And, of course, this has been done. The evasiveness, the deletion and suppression of material has, ironically, had exactly the opposite effect from the one these cautious Victorians intended. To post-Freudian critics, the relationship between Arthur and Alfred has seemed too close, the grief of In Memoriam too intimate, the figure of A.H.H. too idolized. For men who had been through Eton and Cambridge in their decadence, a homosexual misconstruction was enticing. Harold Nicolson's sly references to the hand upon the shoulder, the afternoons on the Somersby lawn, and " Oh! the way he would take one's arm on summer evenings, under the limes ", are all derived, in much the same language, from In Memoriam and Hallam Tennyson's account.1 Yet the inspection of manuscripts, the decipherings of passages deleted, the reconstructions of originals offer no grounds for such suspicion if indeed such things are suspect. Quite the opposite.
To understand this treatment of the man, the zealous protection of the vital surviving evidence of his character and personality, we must recall its role in the development of the legend. The most significant episode in the afterlife of Arthur Hallam (or at least of his earthly " remains ") unfolds on a quiet summer evening as the poet and his guests sit singing on the lawn. One by one they depart, the lights in the house go out, and the poet feels the full sense of loneliness, a feeling long known to him.
A hunger seized my heart; I read
Of that glad year which once had been, In those fallen leaves which kept their green, The noble letters of the dead :
And strangely on the silence broke
The silent-speaking words, and strange Was love's dumb cry defying change To test his worth ; and strangely spoke 1 Tennyson ; Aspects of his Life, Character, and Poetry (London : Constable, 1923) , p. 88.
The faith, the vigour, bold to dwell On doubts that drive the coward back, And keen through wordy snares to track Suggestion to her inmost cell.
So word by word, and line by line,
The dead man touched me from the past, And all at once it seemed at last The living soul was flashed on mine, And mine in this was wound, and whirled About empyreal heights of thought, And came on that which is, and caught The deep pulsations of the world, j*Eonian music measuring out
The steps of Time the shocks of Chance The blows of Death.
The trance is stricken through with doubt, but only momentarily. Nature confirms the experience, the dead man has spoken, has touched the poet's soul, and Tennyson's faith is restored. He is able to grasp the hand he has sought since the beginning of the poem, and thus comprehend the unity of past, present and future, a unity which overcomes Time, Chance and Death. That this mystical union takes place in section XCV of In Memoriam shows how hard-won and tortuous is the way of the soul. Tennyson himself said that parts of the poem were far more optimistic than his own faith.1 The one positive, unchanging force, that guides and sustains the poet throughout the poem, is the spirit of Arthur. Hallam's letters play a crucial role in the climactic section of In Memoriam ; they confirm the reality of that spirit, a spirit which becomes the model of belief for the age. Thus both Tennyson and his age were concerned that this spirit remain inviolate, that the real character of Arthur Henry Hallam remain true to the legendary figure, the spirit of the crowning race, the man who fought and overcame his doubts, the master bowman of debate and oration.
The creator of this mythical figure had little difficulty distinguishing the man from the legend. Though Alfred called A.H.H. as near to perfection as mortal man might come (as Hallam Tennyson eagerly reported in the Memoir), he did not hesitate to say that Arthur would not have been a great poet. 1 Still more illuminating is his written note in the copy of a commentary on In Memoriam by his friend, the Reverend William Gatty. About one of the numerous passages which compare Arthur to a departed husband and the poet to his loyal wife, Gatty had written that the poet drew a " comparison which typifies his own humble relation to his exalted ". Tennyson underlined '* humble " and retorted that this was " the relation of one on earth to one in the other & higher world. Not my relation to him here. He certainly looked up to me fully as much as I to him."2 And a careful reading of In Memoriam shows that this equal relationship is maintained through the process of recovering faith and moral purpose. A.H.H. may be the guiding light, but it is the poet himself (as in most elegies) who undergoes the experience, and thus emerges as the protagonist. In life and afterlife, as Tennyson argues, each man has his own individual path to fulfilment, and each path has equal merit: "He works his work, I », mine.
By the end of the century, however, even the tentative faith embodied in In Memoriam was called into doubt. Not only God, but Godlike men, the heroes whom the Victorians often worshipped in place of the deity, and in many instances had created, were being, in Swinburne's words, " dethroned, cast out in a day ". Hallam Tennyson had not only his father's reputation to protect, but also that of the figure on whom the Laureate had built his trust, A.H.H. Any departure from the saintly ideal of In Memoriam had to be suppressed. Hallam Tennyson felt obliged to preserve the period of Alfred and Arthur's friendship as an idyll worthy of the Laureate ; if Arthur had indeed fought his doubts, his struggle should be easy, his burden light.
In fact, Arthur's struggle was intense, and the torment con- siderable. From the beginning of his time at Trinity, he had been depressed with college life, having left behind politics at Eton, his close Etonian friends at Christ Church, and Anna Wintour in Italy. His struggle for university honours to please his father was, as he put it, rotting his soul, and mathematics in particular he found impossible to comprehend. Poetry and metaphysical speculation became his only source of solace. Yet during a trip to Scotland in the summer of 1829, even these supports seem to fail. On 21 July, he wrote his then close friend at Trinity, Milnes, that ** In my fits of gloom I so often look death, & insanity in the face, that the impulse to leave some trace of my existence on this bulk of atoms gathers strength with the warning that I must be brief ". Two weeks later he again wrote Milnes :
1 really am afraid of insanity : for God's sake, send me letters, many letters, amusing letters... any thing to distract me ; any thing to give me hope, sympathy, and comfort!... I am not master of my own mind ; my own thoughts are more than a match for me ; my brain has been fevering with speculations most fathomless, abysmal.1
That Milnes was in Italy, where Arthur spent the only blissful period in his life, distressed him more. There is no sense of defeat, or even resignation, however, merely a constant struggle. As he reported later, he had fought back the monster of Atheism with the principle of God's bountiful love, though necessarily rejecting all formal religion and all purely rational approaches to belief. Yet the struggle, as he told Milnes later, was not over yet: " My dark hours are less frequent, but they come. For God's sake do not flatter me by talking of ' victory in the wilderness ' & * selfraised music of the mind *: I am very weak, & fleshy. " To Gladstone he expressed similar sentiments he hoped to make his name honoured in future generations, but only by " inward power, which is its own reward ". If not, then he at least had lived, loved, and been beloved and the suffering of this world (which he readily accepted) was but momentary. And after describing periods of " the most abject despondency mixed with vague dread and strong remorse " to his friend Robert Robertson, he later resigned himself to the unknown purposes of 1 Arthur's letters are at Trinity (Houghton Papers 101'8).
the creator : " Perhaps it is God's will that I should never change it; my natural mood has been always melancholy."1 Even Arthur's engagement to Emily Tennyson was hardly the cheerful serene period depicted in the Memoir. The bright dawn of their relationship, which, Arthur wrote Charles Tennyson, recalled ** the sunny season of my Italian youth ", soon passed into shadows cast by the couple's financial circumstances and an estrangement between their individual temperaments. Arthur's letters to Emily reflect a progressive, though not unrelieved sense of frustration and despair. In 1831, he could write of his firm conviction that their hope would be answered by God. By late 1832, he wrote of them *' tottering down the hill together " and soon afterward he admitted that misery was " always " at his heart: "to love & be beloved by you is to be either most happy or most wretched. " Finally, in April 1833, after all negotiations over the marriage between the two families had come to naught, Arthur cried out in complete despair : " it is a weary, weary time three years now since I have felt that you were my only hope in life more than two since we plighted to each other the word of promise. It is indeed a weary time."2 Yet it would be misleading to imply that Arthur's letters have a predominantly melancholy tone. In August 1831, for example, he wrote to Charles Merivale, who had just returned from the continent and a battle between the Dutch and the Belgians. Arthur imagined the excuses of the defeated Frenchmen :
The article in the Independent, the Beige and such papers are worth framing and glazing, that one may always know how to make the best of a bad business. " No, the army of the Meuse is not defeated! " (a lie of imperial dimensions to start with). " A few cowards must there always be in the bravest of armies! " (how philosophical!). " With the best soldiers it has sometimes happened that, seeing cowards run, an unaccountable panic seizes them, and and they run too " (what insight into human nature, and what noble candour!). " Therefore the army of the Meuse has not been defeated! " (Irresistible logic, of a piece with the valor it defends!). Oh, heroes of September, so wise and brave, what a pity you have got a licking from the Dutchman, but if to such profound measures I might be allowed to suggest an argument, when in future any ignorant man takes upon him to twit you about the army of the Meuse, make your principles a shield for your practice, & say boldly, " We leave it, sir, to fools of the Juste Milieu to stand their ground in battle ; we are of the Mouvement, & we run : ' la revolution marche partout * except into the contaminating presence of illprincipled men with muskets in their hands. My purpose, both in this essay and in my edition of Hallam's letters, is to stimulate, rather than conclude discussion and debate about Hallam's place in English literary history. For even in the circumspect view which his letters offer, the character and impact of A.H.H. remain curiously hard to gauge. He seems to have inspired a type of reverential awe among his comrades, and invited closer and more intimate friendships than he himself desired. His metaphysical musings for him a bulwark against disbelief and insanity often made him appear deeply philosophical, even otherworldly to his comrades. Indeed, he was accused of vanity by a few contemporaries who saw only this side of his character. 2 This elusive attractiveness not only made Hallam seem superior to the world, free from its torments, but also encouraged others to cast him, even while he lived, in their own images. To Gladstone he seemed the master politician; to Gaskell, the forlorn lover; to the Apostles, the great metaphysician and religious thinker. And Arthur's seemingly quick empathy appeared to confirm these reflections. Yet as his letters to the Tennyson family show, Arthur's personality was still largely unformed, his purposes undetermined, even at the time of his death.
This incomplete, unformed quality is, I think, curiously appropriate to his permanent embodiment in In Memoriam. 
